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One 


Author's Notes: 

Behold! The infamous PWP that would not endl It just went on and on and on and on..my very first attempt at 
writing smut. Does it work? You tell me. Please. Oh, and much thanks to Andy, without whom it wouldn\'t be 
here. That is, after the people in Chat got on my case to send it on to her. Thank-you all. 


"C'mere." 


Axl looked up from his position over Slash's crotch, a hint of a question in his green eyes. Slash smiled at the 
vision he presented, smooth, alabaster skin over bore, his lips flushed and parted, breath stirring the tendrils 
of red hair that had fallen across his face. He looked.fragile, almost ethereal and if Axl Rose was anything, it 
was not fragile. At least, not at any other time but these moments, these few, precious fragments of time 

when he let down his barriers and stripped away his masks; when he was not Axl Rose, rock star but William 


Bailey, a lost soul who wanted nothing more than to be loved. 


Slash loved him, and few people understood why. He couldn't explain it even if he wanted to but he knew that it 


was times like this, when Axl showed him who he truly was that made all the upheaval, the fights and the 
psychotic outbursts worth it. When he stopped pretending to be the tough assed sonofabitch who didn't give a 
shit about anyone or anything and revealed that yes, indeed, he could care. That he was human underneath it 
all, crying out for understanding and as desperate for companionship as everyone else. Desperate to find some 


safe harbor, somewhere he could find peace and have that one person who truly knew who he was, in the 


knowledge that he would be accepted for just that. 
"C'mere," Slash repeated, the soft whisper drifting across the silence. 


He watched as Axl cocked his head, confusion playing across his features before he complied, his body 
brushing against Slash as he eased his way up until his face was barely an inch from Slash's own dark 


features. 
"What is it?" 


Slash felt his lips curve into a slow, sensuous smile as he curled his hand around the back of Axl's head, 
drawing him closer to brush gently, lightly against his mouth. He felt his eyes slip closed as he sighed against 
him, reveling in the feel of his hair against his palm, the touch of his lips against his own, the mere scent of 
him filling his nostrils, making all his senses reel. Axl smelled of whiskey and cigarettes, of wheat fields baking 
in the sun, of carefully controlled rage and of pure danger. A predator, lying in Slash's arms, as soft and as 


submissive as the easiest of prey and the combination served to drive Slash wild with need. 


He never thought he would ever fuck another man, much less allow one to fuck him but Axl was different. Axl 
gave him a bigger high then any drug ever could and Slash was his ultimate junkie, craving the fire for the 
simple thrill of seeing if he would get burned. 


This is what he wanted, what he needed; Axl lying against him, the touch of their bodies shutting everything 
out but the moment. It was as if Time had come to a standstill and everything -- the band, the fans, the 
hype, the people, even the world itself -- had ceased to exist and all that was left to breathe life was Axl and 
himself. As if that was all there ever was and all that ever needed to be. 


Another sigh, a brief touch of his tongue and a gentle nibble at Axl's lower lip before sliding away and nuzzling 
against his cheek, breathing him in, smelling him and wanting him. He took a fold of smooth skin between his 
teeth, gently rolling it as he explored the taste and felt as if his own identity was dissolving under the 
onslaught of Axl's presence. Gradually, all that he was and ever would be was disappearing into nothing but 
Touch and taste, smell and sensation, and he welcomed it with a desire he rarely knew. 


With a low moan he sought out his lover's lips, licking at the corner of his mouth and sliding his tongue 
alongside Axl's as he submerged himself into him. Axl fought as he always did, spiraling his own tongue against 
Slash's, seeking a way in but finding no purchase with which to make his stand. Slash merely stepped aside with 
the indifferent , inexorable strength of the tide, pressing his advantage and keeping the pace nice and easy. He 
wanted to take his time, to explore the feel of Axl against him, to know every line of his face and body as 
intimately as his own; to look into his eyes as the feather light touch of lip to tongue taught him a different 


kind of sensuality. To put aside the usual fight for dominance and control. 


But Axl was having none of it. With a small mewl of frustration deep in his throat, he pinned Slash's head to 
the bed with the force of his attack, kissing him deeply. Slash did not fight him. He barely even noted the 
invasion, absorbing its force with nary a murmur while he continued his own assault, slipping through the gaps 
in Axl's defenses to devour his mouth. The lack of submission served to confuse Axl and when he faltered, 


Slash wrenched his head away. 


They lay there for a moment, panting to catch their breath, looking into each other's eyes, saying nothing 
while the corners of their lips never left one another. Then Slash reached to taste Axl once more and the 
singer moaned in response, finally yielding to his lover's ministrations. With a small surge of triumph, Slash 


pressed his advantage, concentrating on the feel of his mouth, and the caress of hot breath on skin. 


Axl broke away, rearing up to straddle Slash, grinding against him as he pulled his shirt off in one, well- 
practiced, fluid motion He tossed the shirt aside without a second thought, green eyes studying the man 
beneath him, looking soft and thoughtful, lips parted in anticipation. Slash purred low in his throat, distracted at 
the sight before him, unable to keep his hands from attempting to wander across Axl's body as far as they 
could reach. His balls tightened as his wandering eye fell upon the ring that pierced Axl's left nipple, looking 
delicate against the pale skin. That ring fascinated him, and he wanted nothing more at that moment then to 
fasten his lips against it, playing with it with his teeth while Axl writhed beneath him. 


His dick twitched at the thought and Axl must have felt it. With a low cry, he fell against Slash, tracing a trail 
from his mouth, across his jaw and down his throat with greedy abandon. Slash tossed his head with a gasp, 
giving him room and sighing with pleasure as the hot kisses rained down against his skin. If only it could just be 
this, he thought, tracing his fingers lightly down Axis spine. Simple and uncomplicated, nothing but pleasure and 
sensuality without all the bullshit of business, obligation and hype; without the constant, unspoken fear of what 
would happen to it all if the wrong people found out. 


He whimpered at the sudden vision of the headlines and what it would do to their dreams. How their lives 
would be destroyed in a feeding frenzy of media condemnation and public revulsion Love? Passion? What did 
they matter outside the socially acceptable norm? There was no tolerance for such as Axl and he, no 
acceptance and little empathy. Their family, their friends, acquaintances, everyone they knew or cared about, 
would turn away from them in disgust. They would be outcast and alone, spat upon and reviled and, Slash had 


to admit, that was a part of the thrill. The little bit of danger that added extra spice. 


A sharp, delicious pain called him back to himself and he hissed, arching up and tossing his head in protest as 
Axl released the nipple from his teeth and began to soothe the spot with his warm tongue. Slash moaned again, 
this time in pleasure as he tangled his fingers in Axl's hair, exploring the lines of his back with his other hand, 
his leg lifting, the thigh brushing against Axl's hip with an ache that could not be quenched. Fuck the world, he 
thought, and wanted a cigarette. 


The craving faded and he could hear his breath ratchet in his throat, his body beginning to writhe beneath Axl. 


He was everywhere, grinding, licking, sucking, biting, leaving no stone unturned in an apparent attempt to give 


every square inch of Slash's torso his complete and total attention. The onslaught battered at his defenses and 
he felt his last remaining barrier crumple beneath Axl's expert touch. He knew exactly what would make Slash 


respond and it seemed that he was determined to trigger every erogenous zone that Slash possessed. 


Then -- nothing. He lay there as if exhausted, the sweat drying on the exposed portions of his skin, panting 
with exertion and yet wanting more. What was going on? They weren't finished, he wasn't finished and he 
struggled to peel his eyes open, wondering if he was going to be left with a case of blue balls... 


Only to find Axl hovering over him, a strange look of almost fearful desperation in his eyes. Slash blinked and 
lifted his head in an attempt to kiss the bruised lips that lingered so close but the singer turned his head 


away. 
"What is it?" he asked, confusion and disappointment threatening to rise up and choke him. 


| -" Axl's eyes slipped away and became enamored of an insipid still-life hanging on the hotel wall. It was the 
sort of painting that Slash was sure was done by the hotel owner's mother-in-law and it turned his stomach 
whenever he caught sight of it. The thing was offensive to his artistic soul and Slash constantly had to 
struggle to keep his twitching fingers from defacing the thing with graphically depicted pornography. Yet Axl 


seemed as fascinated as an aesthete gazing upon a newly discovered Botticelli 


"| -"he repeated and the breath caught in Slash's throat as he watched the parted lips close and the throat 
muscles work as he swallowed in nervous agitation His eyes flashed as they swung back, pinning his partner 
where he lay with a strangely diffident gaze. "I- | want you to fuck me?" 


Slash stared, unable to fully grasp what he just heard. Axl never wanted to be fucked, wouldn't even consider 
it without a lot of persuasion and always resented it when he did give in. Axl had issues and fucking him was a 
tricky business because Slash never knew how he would react or what childhood trauma might come up. The 


few times he allowed it to happen, the aftermath had not been pretty and Slash was hesitant to risk such 


upheaval when things had been going so well. 
Besides, he had gotten used to being fucked; had even learned to like it after a fashion 
"Are you sure?" he whispered, just to be certain he heard what he thought he had heard. 


"Yeah," Axl reassured him, leaning in to nuzzle at the side of his neck He brushed his lips against Slash's ear 
and whispered, "| want you to fuck me." A brief swipe of his tongue and he added, "Hard." 


Slash held himself very, very still, his body quivering with anticipation. It was so completely unexpected that he 
wasn't quite sure how to react. Axl had to be the one in control, it was as vital to him as breathing. To have 


him place himself at Slash's mercy was not only unprecedented but.intoxicating. 


A wave of heat surged over him, engulfing him in the kind of hunger that burned away all traces of coherent 
thought and he clutched at Axl, digging his fingers into his arms with a white-knuckled grip as he threw him 


over onto his back. With a growl, he savaged his lover's neck, licking and biting a trail down to his throat while 
he twisted against his hip, forcing his knee between Axl's legs until his thigh rested tight against his crotch. 
Axl hissed at the sudden attack, tossing his head and writhing as if to escape, arching up in ecstasy the 
moment he felt Slash's teeth on his nipple ring; Slash never passed up the opportunity to play with it and now 
that he had Axl at his mercy, he was going to indulge himself. That Axl seemed to enjoy it as much as Slash, 


only served to encourage him and he looped his tongue through it while he sucked it in 


Gentle sighs and sharp inhales followed by whimpers and hisses of pleasure, hands roaming everywhere, 
reaching, touching, groping for sensitive skin, Axl's fingers winding deeply into his hair while he traced a feather 
light touch across Slash's shoulders and down his back. Once again, Slash was reduced to little more than a 
thing that craved and wanted until there was nothing left to give or take. He wanted it all and he staked his 
claim with a ferocity that would've amazed all those people who saw him as nothing more then a quiet, laid 
back, easy going drunk. They never guessed that he could be a predator with claws hidden in leather gloves on 
hands that so easily coaxed song from string. Even when they watched him strut on stage, a wild thing that 
couldn't be tamed, they dismissed him as the introverted one who looked for his balls in a bottle of whiskey. 


He wrestled Axl's arms above his head, pinning his wrists to the mattress while he ground his hips against him 
in a promise of what was to come. Roughly kissed him while leather slid against denim and his dick cried out 
for release from its prison. He wanted to be naked, to feel Axl naked against him, to fondle and stroke him until 
he screamed for mercy, but the heat of passion held him in its grip and all he could do was howl silently in 
frustration that he could not bring himself to so much as unzip his pants. 


A sudden knock on the door and they both froze, Slash snapping his head up with a feral snarl. 


"Mr. Hudson?" the muffled voice of the assistant road manager came through the door. He knocked again. "Mr. 
Hudson?" 


Slash snarled again, his body beginning to shake with rage. 
"Easy," Axl whispered, running a hand down his flanks. "Keep your fucking mouth shut and he'll go away." 


"Mr. Hudson!" The fucker's knocking was getting desperate. Bang! Bang! Bang! "It's time for your photo shoot!" 


An angry mutter and more pounding. "Mr. Hudson, are you in there?" 


Slash was about to get up and rip the asshole a new one, but Axl grabbed him and held him still. They listened 
while the knocking continued until the guy finally gave up, swearing as he walked away. It would have been 
funny if Slash hadn't been so horny. As it was, he was tempted to tell the idiot to invite Zlozower in for a real 
photo opportunity. 


Speaking of which, he lowered himself to renew the festivities when Axl pushed him off. Slash was about to 
protest but Axl was busy wriggling out of his jeans and he paused to watch the show with growing 
appreciation. He picked at the lacings of his own pants and was rewarded with a feeling of relief as blood 


seemed to return to his lower extremities. Of course, he noted happily, that only made him harder. 


So hard that it fucking hurt and Slash smirked at Axl, envisioning exactly what he was going to do to the 
singer to resolve the dilemma. He reached again, but the redhead dodged his grasp, climbing off the bed and 
kicking his jeans aside. 


"The fuck is the matter with you?" Slash demanded. He tried once more and once more, Axl danced out of 
reach. Now Slash was beginning to get angry, suspicious that Axl had been leading him on, playing another one 
of his fucked up mind games and he was too hard right now to tolerate that bullshit. 


Axl must have noticed the look on his face. "Oh for Christ's sake, would you relax? l'm just kidding." 
"That's what l'm afraid of," Slash responded in a flat tone. 


It brought Axl up short and he scowled at the implied hostility, looking more like his usual self since he began 
this game. Slash did not back down. If Axl wanted to fuck him, fine; if he wanted Slash to fuck him all the 
better but he better be prepared to carry through with his promises. He didn't like cock teases, and the only 
difference Axl's masculinity made to Slash was that he would kick his ass, rather than show him the door, 


should it turn out that he was being fucked with. 
Bottom line was, that blue balls made Slash cranky. 
"The fuck's gotten up your ass?" 


"Nothing, " Slash replied, reaching for his cigarettes and lighting up. "Yet." He shook out the match and exhaled 
the smoke, eyeing Axl with suspicion as he held the cigarette above his head in an almost languid gesture of 
indifference. "Maybe that's the problem, " he added. "I don't see a lot going up anybody's ass right now." 


Axl laughed. "Horny, babe? Don't worry, | won't leave you hanging..not this time." 


He reached out and ran a hand up Slash's thigh, skimming lightly over his balls, and laughing when Slash 
pounced to catch him and missed. The smile faded and the look of vulnerability returned; for once, there was 


no hardness in his eyes as he pleaded. "Please, let's just do it" 


Slash understood. Once Axl decided to go this course, he saw no reason to delay matters and preferred to get 
it over with, while Slash preferred to go slowly, savoring the experience for as long as possible. He liked the 
anticipation almost as much as he liked getting off and Slash was a junkie through and through; the longer the 
ride, the better the thrill and that was just fine by him. 


He took a drag off his cigarette and let the smoke drift lazily from between his lips, studying Axl with a 
thoughtful expression. Watched while Axl shifted under his gaze as if suddenly conscious that he was naked 
while Slash still lay there with his dick hanging out of his pants. Slash took another drag and smirked; he loved 
to see Axl squirm and the singer rewarded the expression with a blush that turned his pale skin a lovely shade 


of faded pink. Who would have thought that Axl Rose, of all people, could have been reduced to blushing like a 


nervous virgin on her wedding night? That the bad ass, psychotic homophobe, as famous for his temper 
tantrums as he was for his big mouth, would ever lust after his quitarist's dick like a slavering bitch? It was 
a heady experience and Slash teased him further by placing his cigarette in his mouth and slowly easing his 
hands over his own cock, drawing Axl's eyes to his crotch in a lewd display of what he had to offer. 


"Is this what you want?" he moaned, writhing against the bed and watching Axl through slitted eyes. "You want 


| slam this into you? Make you scream?" 


Axl licked his lips, sweat beading on his upper lip. He shivered, the breath wrenched from his body and he 
stumbled forward, almost as if his knees were about to give out. The smirk on Slash's face widened into a 
satisfied grin as he kneaded his dick with his palm, relishing the effect on Axl when a particularly violent 
caress sent his cock slapping against his leather-clad thigh. It wouldn't be long before Axl attempted to regain 
control, and Slash was looking forward to it. 


He didn't have long to wait. 
Axl snarled and lunged forward, hooking his fingers into Slash's throat and banging his head against the wall. 
"You making me beg, motherfucker?" he snarled. "Is that what you're trying to do?" 


Slash laughed and took another drag off his cigarette before dropping it into the ashtray beside him. He made 
no move to free himself from Axl's grip and smiled as he watched the singer's expression go from outrage to 
confusion over the lack of response. The thing with Axl was to never let him see you sweat; he was all smoke 
and mirrors, easily disrupted when a scene did not go his way and Slash loved nothing better then to poke 
holes into his carefully constructed illusions. Axl expected Slash to back down, therefore Slash would give him 
nothing but sheer indifference and it worked. His smile deepened and he could feel an almost contemptuous 
twist forming on his lip as he watched Axl get distracted by their proximity and feel his hand release its grip 
to slide down across his chest. It never failed; Axl could never keep his hands off Slash for long and Slash 
reveled in it. Counted on it, even, as he insinuated his leq between them and pushed Axl away for the sake of 
the game. 


He ignored Axl's glare and uncoiled his legs to push himself to his feet; grabbed his cigarette for one last drag 
while he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his leathers. 


"No. 


The quiet sigh captured his attention and he waited, cigarette clamped between his teeth and an eyebrow 


raised in question. 


"Leave ‘em on," Axl whispered, and licked his lips again, his eyes roaming over Slash's body. "I want feel the 


leather against my legs." 


"Hmmm, kinky," Slash purred, and rewarded the singer with a salacious grin so full of promise that Axl flushed 


and turned away, fidgeting. He tried not to feel smug but it was hard not to; even when they were fighting, 
Slash knew that he had Axl right where he wanted him. Axl liked to think that Slash was his bitch, submissive 
and compliant but that was only because Slash let him. It was easier that way, and besides, it was always fun 
to remind him that he wasn't so easily controlled. 


Like now, he thought, stubbing out the cigarette, never letting his eyes stray from Axl as he wandered the 
room in restless agitation. Time to remind the redhead exactly what he was playing with, that Slash was no 
pushover willing to dance to his tune. He offered his ass up so prettily and Slash knew he would be a fool not 
to take him up on it. Time for Axl to learn exactly what he asked for. 


He stalked up behind his prey like a cat moving in for the kill, waiting only for the right time to strike before 
leaping into the hunt. Grabbing Axl by the arms, he spun him around and crushed him against his chest, his 
fingers digging into his biceps with a white knuckled grip. Axl struggled and Slash adjusted his hold, purring as 
their dicks collided and slid against one another. The contact made his stomach clench, and he buried his face in 
Axl's hair, brushing against his ear while Axl gasped and shuddered. 


It's like this," Slash breathed, with just enough menace and a touch of tongue to make Axl shiver. He nibbled 
on the spot. "You give me control and | call the shots." A hot kiss planted below Axl's earlobe and Slash added: 
"That's how it goes. That's how it always goes." 


With another lick and the scraping of his teeth, he shoved Axl away and went to the end table for the lube. 
"What are you doing?" Axl demanded. 

"What does it look like I'm doing," Slash nodded towards the dresser. "Over there." 

"What?" 


"You heard me," he caught Axl's eye and gestured towards the dresser once more, "Over there. | want to 


watch you.” 


Slash waited while fury warred with lust across Axl's features, as fascinated as he ever was that anyone 
could be such an open book as Axl Rose. The man was incapable of hiding anything, no matter how subtle and 
indifferent he tried to be. His face constantly betrayed him and half the time, Slash found himself just 
watching the play of emotion instead of listening to what the man said. Very often, what he said conflicted with 
what showed up in his eyes. 


He knew that Axl wasn't used to seeing him so dominant, just as he knew that he wasn't quite sure how to 
take it. It startled and unsettled him, kept him off balance and no wonder; it was a side he hardly ever saw. Axl 
liked the predictable, the easily explained and controllable while Slash had just enough of the contrary in his 
nature that he loved nothing better then to poke holes in Axl's carefully constructed plans. It was amazing that 
they even got along but Slash knew that it was that very volatility that made them so good together, even if 
Axl did not. 


Or maybe he does and won't admit it, he thought and seeing that Axl was about balk, he licked his lips and 


rubbed his palm across his dick once more. 


It did the trick Stopped Axl in mid-explosion, the breath catching in his throat as he froze and stared; 
swallowed nervously and then, turned and went to the dresser without a word. Slash allowed himself a small, 


secretive smile of triumph as he grabbed the lube and, as an afterthought, the Jack. 


The whisky came in handy. One look at Axl, bent over the dresser, legs spread and ass exposed, was almost 
enough to bring him to his knees. When their eyes met in the mirror, Slash nearly lost it. He took a swig of 
the Jack to settle his stomach but it didn't help. his dick still throbbed, the telltale fire spreading throughout 


his belly, rumbling with the threat of an oncoming climax. 


Tamp it down, man, he told himself and took another swig, his eyes fixed on Axl's ass as the sonofabitch 
wriggled it at him. Judging by the look on the his face, the dirty little prick knew what Slash was going through 
and deliberately aggravating the situation with his teasing. 


Yeah, go on, motherfucker, keep teasing and we'll see how much you like it when | fuck you so hard, you'll think 
you're being ripped apart. 


He took a third pull and closed his eyes, calling up the memory of puking in the parking lot of the Go-Go after 
a night's drinking. About that time he walked in on his mother fucking David Bowie, his skinny white ass in air 
and her screaming her head off. When that didn't work, he started to construct a careful picture of Nancy 
Reagan doing a pole dance in nothing but a thong and pasties and finally, focused on the memory of that time 


he caught his dick in a zipper, when he first went commando. 


And immediately opened his eyes for a slight kick start before his dick shriveled up. No need to go too far; he 


only needed to regain control of himself. 

"m getting fucking blue balls," Axl snarled, low in his throat. 

"Relax," Slash replied, running a hand along his spine and cupping his ass. "Give me a little time to savor it. It 
won't be long." He leaned forward to place the Jack by Axl's head, pressing his lips to his ear, "You'll be 


screaming, soon enough." 


Axl shivered as Slash slithered against him, nipping at his shoulder and grinding against his hip. "Will you just do 
it, already?" 


"Patience, babe. You never rush fine wine." 
"Get the fuck over yourself" 


Slash tsked to himself and jammed his hips against his ass. "You say something?" 


"God Damnit, Slash, fuck mel" 


"Hmm, | dunno. Seems a lot of bother. Maybe | ought to go into the bathroom..make a date with my right 
hand." 


"Slash!" Axl whined, bucking against him. 


With a low chuckle, Slash gave him one last, lingering caress and stepped back to prepare himself. He watched 
Axl as he did so, admiring the lines of his body, the smooth skin stretching over lean muscle and how his hair 
shifted with every breath he took. Slash wanted to touch it, touch him but he knew that soon, he would be 
touching Axl far more intimately then any casual caress and his breath caught in his throat at the thought. 


He bent over and planted a soft kiss on the small of his back. "Are you ready?" 
"What the fuck do you think?" Axl growled. 


There was a hint of bravado in his voice that caught Slash's attention and he lifted his head to study Axl, a 
slight frown creasing his forehead. Axl had fallen to his elbows, his head bowed between them with his hair 
obscuring his face. Something about his position told Slash that he wasn't altogether too sure of this; there 
was a tension there that spoke volumes. Knowing his history, Slash wasn't about to do anything that he might 
be having second thoughts about. 


"Are you sure about this?" he asked, rubbing his back once more. Axl was trembling, his shoulders tight with 


tension and no matter how much Slash tried to get him to relax, it didn't seem to be working. 
"Just do it!" Axl spat, clenching his fists. 


It was going to hurt like a motherfucker if he didn't loosen up, Slash thought. As much as Axl drove him up 
the wall, the last thing he wanted was to hurt him. Axl had enough issues about his sexuality that he didn't 
need a bad experience adding to them nor did he need Slash contributing to his hang-ups in any way. Axl 


needed to relax. 
And Slash knew just how to get him to do it. 


He reached for the Jack in one smooth, sinuous motion, brushing his lips along Axl's spine in a gesture that 
made him shiver. Axl was in for a treat, he reflected, as he twisted the cap off with his thumb and poured 
the whisky out onto the small of his back. Slash made sure to catch it before it could reach the cleft of his 
ass, lapping it up with his tongue with the long, smooth strokes of a cat. He loved doing this, loved the reaction 
it brought, it was a turn on like no other and Axl did not disappoint. The sharp gasp and the soft moans 
encouraged Slash and he made one last sweep towards Axl's ass, knowing the soon he would bring him to his 


knees. 


"What are you doing?" 


"You'll see," Slash murmured with a mischievous grin, wriggling the tip of his tongue into Axl's cleft and gently 
rolling a bit of skin between his teeth. He snaked around and fell to his knees, pausing to take another pull of 
whisky and swishing it around his mouth before easing his way between Axl's cheeks. The bottle slipped from 
his fingers, spilling out onto the carpet while he blew gently on Axl's asshole and swiped it with his tongue. 


"Eff fuck" 


Slash grinned and, before Axl could react, started to kiss and suck on the area, clutching at the singer's hips 
to hold him still. He grimaced at the sour taste and tried to not think about what he was doing as his swirled 
his tongue. It was not as if he did this often and this was the first time that Axl had ever experienced it; 
Slash would only do it for guys he was going to fuck and as Axl rarely allowed that, he had missed out. 


He seemed to be enjoying it, though. Slash practically had to hold him up as he moaned and swore, his knees 
buckling as he pounded the dresser with his fists. Pretty soon, he would be begging for mercy, which was 
precisely what Slash was looking for. Well, that and getting him so hot that he could take getting fucked 
without any discomfort. After all, that was the goal in mind and to further that end, Slash slipped his tongue 


inside of him. 


The reaction was everything he could have hoped for. Axl howled, beating at the dresser and thrusting his hips 
back against Slash in a desperate bid for more. Oh yeah, he wanted it. In spite of all the bad ass attitude and 
the swaggering homophobia, Axl was just another bitch begging to be fucked and Slash was perfectly happy to 
oblige. 


But not just yet. 


It was a tricky business and he glanced up at Axl, trying to gauge his reaction. Some guys loved this and some 
hated it, it was clear that Axl was one of those who enjoyed it but how far could he take him? Too much and 
he'd shoot his load, which didn't suit Slash's purpose. Not enough and he'd get frustrated, and Axl didn't deal 
well with frustration. How far to take him? Could he, for example, take this? Slash removed his tongue to give 
Axl a series of long, slow strokes that soon had him mewling in his throat. Oh yeah, he was into it. He even 
liked having his taint licked and Slash gave him one last sweep up to his asshole, ending with a slight hook of his 
tongue that made Axl buck so hard, he nearly broke Slash's nose. 


Axl could barely stand now, leaning with his full weight against the dresser, panting hard against the wood as 
Slash supported him, licking and probing his ass. With each thrust, he got a little deeper and Axl groaned a little 
louder. With every retreat, he hooked his tongue a little more and listened to Axl whimper like a child denied a 
favorite toy. Slash knew he had the bitch right where he wanted him and the feeling of power was enough to 


encourage him to tease him all day, if need be. 


"Oh God! Stop!" Axl cried out. Slash lifted his head and waited, hardly noticing that Axl was shaking so much he 
could hardly hold himself up. 


"Please." he panted, unable to catch his breath, "Just do it. Please, Slash - no more. Just - just fuck me. 


Okay?" 


Without a word, Slash rose to his feet, and lubed up again, shoving a leg hard up between Axl's thighs to 
remind him that he was still there. His dick throbbed and he had to think of Nancy Reagan again. It wasn't 
easy. The sight of Axl plastered against the dresser, his head twisted to one side with wisps of damp hair 
clinging to his cheeks almost made him lose it. Think of Nancy Reagan, man, he told himself or better yet, CC. 
DeVille and not how Axl looks at this moment, with his skin flushed and almost translucent; about how the 
lashes brush against his cheeks or that his mouth looks so soft and inviting. He almost looked like a child, lost 
and vulnerable and the sight caused a surge of pity to rise up in Slash. 


"You sure about this," he asked again, circling a hand gently over Axl's lower back. Some would say he was 
being overly delicate, that Axl was bent over, his legs spread wide and that he would be a fool not to take 
advantage of the obvious invitation. But this was Axl, damaged and full of pent up rage. Slash knew that he was 
only beginning to touch the surface of Axl's issues and in spite of the lust coursing through his veins, he had 
no desire to hurt him for his own gratification 


"Just fuck me, " Axl snarled. He gulped and added in a softer voice, "please. Please. Just - just do it" 


There was no point in delaying any further. Not that he really wanted to, he had given Axl the chance to back 
out and it was refused. It was just as well. Axl wasn't the only one who could turn into a rabid bitch if denied. 
Slash hooked his thumbs around Axl's cheeks and reflected on playing the easy-going drunk when he wasn't 
getting any. And had to check himself from ramming home. 


Yesssss... 


He had barely made the breach when Axl stiffened, clamping down so hard that he could hardly move. Slash's 
stomach clenched against his spine; he wanted to be inside of Axl, wanted to feel his heat all around him, to 
take the tightness the threatened to choke him and batter at its walls until they both screamed and collapsed 
into a tangled, insensate heap. An soft, almost animal-like grow! sounded in his ears and he realized it was 
coming from his own throat, frustrated at being thwarted. He could just about taste what he craved and the 
aching, driving need for more just about drove him mad. 


Without even stopping to think about what he was doing, he raised one hand high above his head and slapped it 
down hard on Axl's hip. "Relax," he snarled. "Or this is gonna hurt" And twitched his own hips, seeking a way in. 


Axl swore at him, but the sudden blow had startled him enough that he did relax and before he had a chance 
to think about what was happening, Slash slid himself home. 


It was almost too much. The contact flooded his senses and he felt like he had gone blind for a moment; like he 
was collapsing in on himself, the air crushed from his lungs and existence itself came to a screaming standstill, 


teetering on the edge of life or death. He fell forward and clutched at Axl's hips to steady himself, bemused 


and lost, frozen in time. There was a roaring in his ears and he soon realized that it was the sound of his own 
groaning; he had arched back without knowing it, throwing his head up and closing his eyes against the 
sheer..bliss that enveloped him. 


It took all his strength of will to pull himself back to earth. Slash peeled his eyes open and stared at Axl with 
clouded vision. Tight, so very tight--he could hardly move and he wasn't too sure if he should try. How long 
had it been? It seemed like forever and yet, hardly any time at all and Axl, with his hands clawing at the wood 
and his teeth bared, had hardly begun to adjust to the invasion Hardly any time at all, Slash observed and so 


he waited, fingers dancing across Axl's back and down his flanks. It gave him time to regain control. 


There--a quiet, drawn out sigh, a hint of movement catching his eye and he stared, fascinated as Axl uncurled 
his fingers and raised himself up on trembling arms. Slash's gaze was drawn to the mirror as his hands glided 

down to Axl's hips, resting gently across the bone, his thumbs pressing into the flesh. At first, all he could see 
in the glass was a curtain of red but then, with a flash of green fire, Axl's eyes captured his own, pinning him 
with a stare of ravenous greed. The breath hitched in Slash's throat but he needed no further encouragement 
and he began an easy, gentle rhythm. 


Slash tossed his head and groaned, grinding into Axl at the end of every stroke. He showed no mercy; he had 
none to give. When Axl pounded the dresser, Slash picked up the pace. Harder. Faster. Just as Axl liked it, 
though he tried to pretend he didn't. Tried to pretend that he didn't want this, that he wasn't gay, that he 
hated being fucked even as he clawed at the surface beneath him and howled as he slammed his hips back 


against his tormentor. 


There was no escape, not this time, not if Slash had any say in the matter. In fact, Axl's writhing and 
screaming only served to encourage him more and soon, he found himself driving harder and harder into him, 
as if by making Axl suffer, he could avenge himself of every slight and humiliation he had ever endured. That 
Axl was moaning with pleasure, that he gasped and cried out every time Slash crashed against him didn't 
matter. Love was a hair's breath away from hate and sometimes Slash hated Axl, hated him with a passion 
that burned as hot as his lust for him and all he wanted to do was to teach him what that felt like. Love 
could be coupled with hate, just as lust could go hand in hand with degradation, and a person could still hate 


what he craved. 


A cold sweat broke out, like a thin sheen of ice across his skin and he could feel the rogue curls clinging to the 
side of his neck as he threw back his head. For once, they didn't annoy him; they suited his mood, snaking 
across his skin like poisonous vipers belonging to a Gorgon's mate. Would such a creature be immune from his 
own venom? Slash wondered about that, as he clutched Axl's hips to hold him steady and mercilessly drove 
into him yet again. Or would it slowly destroy him from the inside out, leaving nothing but a hollowed out 
shadow of the human being he once was? 


Was Medusa's poison named Axl Rose? 


It made a fine bitch if it was, he concluded and slapped the flanks wriggling beneath him. Axl bucked at the 


sudden blow, clamping down around Slash and making it difficult for him to move. No matter, he simply swayed 


against him instead of thrusting, circling his hips as much as he was able, never letting up. He felt his dick 
begin to throb, felt his body tighten in anticipation, heard the mewling escaping from Axl's lips as the heat 
began to take hold deep in his belly, but he didn't stop. He couldn't stop. There was no escape. Not for Axl and 


least of all, not for himself. 


With his own groans roaring in his ears, he found the strength to peel his eyes open and look into the mirror 
just as he had promised Axl he would This was the moment he wanted to see. The two of them, locked 
together in this almost obscene dance that only had one conclusion. They were teetering on the edge of a 
precipice frequently symbolized by crashing waves and flashing lights in old Hollywood movies and Slash had 
always wanted to know what that looked like. Had wanted to see his own face beside Axl's as they both crashed 
back to earth. 


Axl had raised himself on one hand, the other locked around his dick, his face twisted into a snarling rictus as 
he concentrated on pumping furiously at himself. The sight was enough for Slash. With half a shout torn from 
his throat, he reached and yanked Axl up by the hair, even as he pounded into him one last time. Snaking his 
arm around his chest, Slash buried his face into the curve of Axl's neck, his teeth seeking and finding the big 
muscle there. He bit down and Axl cried out, exploding even as Slash expended himself deep into his body. 


It was over. Slash panted against Axl's neck, holding the trembling body in his arms while he struggled to 
recover. His own body shook from the after-affects; he could barely hold himself up but somehow he 
managed to avoid falling into a helpless heap at Axis feet. It didn't take long. The sporadic firing of over 
stimulated nerve endings soon died down and he found the energy he needed to remove himself, but he still 
didn't let Axl go. Instead, he nuzzled his neck affectionately, drinking in his scent and nibbling at his jaw. 


Axl didn't respond and Slash expected that. Sometimes their lust for each other caused them to do things that 
they later regretted and Axl always regretted being fucked; it was one of his biggest triggers and Slash knew 
this. It didn't stop him from indulging him the few times Axl asked; he simply couldn't refuse him and all he 
could do was be prepared for the fallout once lust had been satisfied. Still, this--silence was unnerving. 
Reproaches, rage, vicious accusations, even a punch in the face, he could deal with and had done so plenty of 
times in the past. This was a new angle. Slash might as well have wrapped his arms around a telephone pole, 
Axl was so devoid of life. 


He held him close, letting him feel the beating of his heart against his back to let him know that he was stil 
there and that he was not going to abandon him. That what was past no longer held true and that he was safe 
in Slash's arms, as safe as he could ever be. Slash didn't bother with words, they had no meaning so he held 
him in the hope that the message would get through. Even as Axl kept his silence, quiet shudders wracking his 
body and tears streaking down his face. Even as he let Slash guide him to the shower and later, the bed, 
curled up beside him and cradled him until they both fell asleep. Even then, the message spoken in silence was 


loud and clear. 


